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PREFATORT NOTE 

Among the by no means nnmeroiui man- 
uscripts left by Swinburne unpublished at 
the time of his death, were a series of seven 
Border Ballads. 

To the end that these delightful and im- 
portant Ballads should be immediately and 
permanently preserved in type, Mr. Theodore 
Watts-Dunton caused about twenty or so to 
be privately printed in London in pamphlet 
form, with suitable Introductions by himself. 
It is by Mr. Watts-Dunton's courtesy that 
The Bibliophile Society has now been enabled 
to reprint them for distribution among its 
members* 

'^Swinburne/' wrote Mr. Watts-Dunton, 
''being a Northumbrian to the very marrow, 
was steeped in the Border Ballads to such 
an extent that it was almost impossible to 



quote any verse of any Border Ballad that 
was unfamiliar to him. It Is an interesting 
fact, indeed, that his very first poetic effusions 
took this form. Rossetti used to say that if 
tlie knowledge of all tlie specialists in this 
line were put together they would not equal 
that of 'his little Northumbrian friend.' 
Tim Bride's TragpJy and Tht Ballad of Dead 
Men's Bay are in an entirely different style, 
and without the archaic note.'' 

A further tribute to tiie power of Swinburne 

as a ballad-writer has thus been given by 

Dr. Edmund Gosse: 'To compare his ballads 

with other eighteenth and nineteenth century 

imitations, is to see how far Swinburne 

soared above all competitors in the skill 

which makes plansiMe this form of 

Pastidm.'' 

T. J. W. 



t 
f 



LORD SOULIS 



--^^"^yji^^ 



•^•'VJ2 /ot..^« c0 a /<A«^ t*»rtMAJL, 



X 



'*-^*^^Ari 













i 



hy. 







rUA WVI Cl yc«44cA^ ^^^'C^, 



LORD SOUUS 

A BAU4D 

Lofd Swlii ii ft Idmh wizudi 

A wizard midde of lear: 
Who Cometh in bond of Lofd SooHiy 

Thneof he hath little cheer. 

He hai three bcmw castles to Wm hand, 

That wizard midde of age ; 
The first of Kttii ft Mt the last of Westness. 

TIm **ma^ of HJBnnituiB* 

He hat three filr nutji into hie hand, 

The least if good to lee ; 
The fint ii Anset, the lecood if Jane^ 

The tUrd ii Kaijode. 



The firsten o' tlioiii hu ft gowdm ciowUi 

The neist has ft gowden ring; 
The third has snui' gowd her abooti 

She hfts ft sweeter thing. 

The firsten o* tiiem has ft rose her on, 

The neist hfts ft marigold; 
The third of them lifts ft better flower. 

The best thftt spring^th ower wold. 

The kisses thftt ftre her mouth within. 
There is no num knoweth of fti^ one; 

She is ft pore nudd of her body. 
The best thftt stsndeth under son. 

And Estness wfts ft bonny Cftstie, 

It stood upon ft soft; 
The green for Annet, the yellow for Jftnet, 

The brown for Mer jocie. 

And Westness wfts ft bonny Cftstie, 

It Ifty upon ft left; 
Red wine for Annet, end white for Jenet, 

And wftter for Mkrjorie* 
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But Hermitage is a fair castle, 

The fairest of the three ; 
Saft beds for Anneti silk sheets for Jase^ 

Nane sheets for Marjorie. 

He made them a' by strong cnmihift 

That wizard great of hand; 
The twahi to fall at his life's ending 

The tUrd alway to stand. 

He made them a' by hell's conning^ 

That wizard full of ill ; 
They burnt up Estness and cast down Westness 

But Hemiitage standeth stilL 

There be twenty lords in that border. 
Full twenty strong lords and three, 

They have sworn an oath for Lord Soulis, 
Weel wroken of him to be. 
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They bave set a meeting at 
And upon the LUienshaw, 

Th^ will be wroken of Lofd SooliB, 
Wb body to bang and dnw. 
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They have fandDen bread between fhem a' 
At Otterahawe that* 8 ower the lea, 

They wad phmderBetnessand harry Westnessi 
But Hermitage they let be* 

They watered steeds by the wan WeOhaagh 

Under the sweet leaves green; 
Ftae the Tethbom head to CI 

To ride they were full keen* 
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When they were come to the Tethbom wgtJt^ 

I wot their knees were wet ; 
When they were come to the Tethbom head, 

There was no porter at tha yett 

When they had w<m to the Bloody-bosh, 

I wot theh: sides were sair : 
Before they were well upon that border 

They had midde sorrow and care* 
« gin we were at the sweet WeUhaofl^ 

Under the merry leaves fahrl ^ 
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Before they were well on the other side 

He set a sair cast them between 
<< gfai we were by the Bmmetbiini 

Under the little leaves green, 
Between the fairks and the Bnunet water. 

We had the lesser been." 

When they came on that weary border, 

He sent an ill thing them amang ; 
<< We winna ride ower to Hermitage, 

The wa's they are too Strang; 
But we will ride to the low castles, 

Though the ways be ill to gpmg." 

Out then i^ak Bard Karjorie's lo?er. 

He was a fair man of his face; 
^ Gin I may be wroken of Lord SooHs 

I have sma' care of my place; 

<< Gin I may be wroken of Lord SooHs 

I have sma' care of ony tUng; 
Of the wine for shedding, the sheets for wedding, 

The Urk for christening. 
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^ I have sma' can of my sad body 

Upon the groimd to g^mg ; 
Gin I wist where I might be wroiceii of Urn 

I wad give it to liim Strang." 

Ont tlien spak may Janef s brotlier, 
He was a stout knight and a ioeen; 

<< He lias sent liis devils ns amang 
To work ns trouble and teen. 

^^ Ginlwistwherelmightbewrokenofhimy 

Betwizen dark and day, 
I wad give baith my sool and body 

To hell to fetch away." 

Ont then spak Bard Annef s fiither, 

He was a good man full of age; 
<< TeHl speir at Bstness» yeHl speir at WestnesSi 

Bat no at Hermitage" 

They tamed theh: horse-heads roand aboati 

Rode low down by the sand; 
And a' the way they went upon, 

The devil went at their hand. 
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The fiiBt castle they came to. 

It stood ttpon a sea ; 
The least worth chamber hi a' that castle, 

»was a' whalestooth ^^ sandal-tcee. 
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^ whatten a may hi yonder may, 

Sae fah: to see upon? ^ 
^ yonder is my daughter Annet^ 

Oat of my ha's was gone. 



CMn ye'll come hither to me, Annet^ 
God's grace of me ye'se have." 
I wadna g^mg oat, my aold fool fiither. 
Gin ye were graithed in yoar grave.^ 



Give me three kisses, my daughter Annet, 
Before my month is cold.'' 
<< I winna come forth for nae man's grey beard, 
lill my baim be a sennight old«" 

He turned his face agydnst the sea. 

His heart brak right atwain ; 
<< The fire of hell for your body, Annet, 

Ere ye behold me agidn." 
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<< Pull off the green, and fhe goodty greent 

Pat on the Uack, the Uack, 
For my fiither is ridden to Wearj^and, 

I doabt heHl never win back.'' 

They turned their horse-heads round aboo^ 

Rode high upon a hill; 
And a' the gate they gaed aboii^ 

The devil them garred gang in. 

The neister castle they came to. 
It was hard upon the low champaign ; 

The least woth bower in a' that castle, 
It was a' white siller and green stane. 

^ ^^latten a may is yonder may 
That is sae great of her body? ^ 
yonder is my sister Janet, 
Was stolen by night frae me. 
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** Gin ye'll come hither to me, Jane^ 
God's love of me ye'se hae." 

^ I wadna gang out for aye, blither, 
Though ye were dead the day." 
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<< ye^U gang down to mei Janet, 
For God^s sweet mercy and mine ; 

For I have sought ye the lang lands ower. 
These eight months wearing nine.^ 

<< I winna gpmg forth for nae brither. 
Though his body should be lom; 

I winna g^mg forth for nae man's &ce, 
Till Lord Soulis' baim be bom.^ 

He turned his fact against the brlgg, 
His heart brak right in three ; 
The sorrow of hell for you, Janet, * 
And the warld's sorrow for me.'' 
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<< Take down the red, and the bonny red. 

Set up the black, the black: 
For my brother is ridden to Wearieswood, 

I wot he'll never win back." 

They turned their horse-heads round about. 

Rode back a day and twain: 
And a' the rivers they rode upon 

The devil rode at their rein. 
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The third castle they came to» 

It was the caatle of Hermitage ; 
There is nae man may break tlie sides of it| 
Though the stanes tliereiii are great of age. 

« iduttten a may is yonder may, 

That looks like ony flower? ^ 
<< yon is my very love, Marjorie, 

Was borne oat of my bower." 

The bower Lady Karjorie was in, 
It had neither white cloths nor red. 

There were nae rushes to the bower floors, 
And nae pillows to the bed. 

« win ye come down but a very litde. 

For God's sake or for me? 
Or win ye kiss me a veiy litde. 

Bat six poor kissess and three? ^ 

She's leaned hersell to that window, 
For sorrow she coaldna stand j 

She's boand her body by that wbidow, 
With iron at her hand. 
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She's sworn by tree and by tree's leafi 

By aits and rye and com, 
^ Gin ye hadna come the nighti^ she saySi 

^ I had been bat dead the mooL^ 

She's kissed Urn under the bow er 4iat 

Nine goodly times and ten; 
And forth is come tliat keen wizard 

Tti ttift f* ^M d fff t of liis men* 

And forth is come tliat fool wizardt 
God give him a corse and care 1 

Says ** The life is one time sweet to haf* 
And the death is three times sair.^ 



Forth is come that strong wlzardt 

God give him a heavy dayl 
Says ^* ye shall have joy of yoor lemanVi bo^ 

When kpdii cometh after May.^ 

Between the bin and the wan water 

In fields that were foil sweeti 
There was riding and ronning together, 

And many a man gat red-shod feet 
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Between the wa's and the Hennitage water, 

In ways that were waxen red 
There was cleaving of caps and shearing of jad^ 

And many a good man was there dead. 

They have taken that strong wizard 

To Und him by the hands : 
The links of aim farast off his body 

Uke splints of borsten Urken wands. 

And they have taken that keen wizard 

To Und him by the hanse-bane ; 
The links of aim farast off his body 

As blossom that is burst wV rain* 

And they have taken tliat fool wizard 

To Und him by the feet : 
The links of aim farast off his bo^ 

As berries that are faorst widi heaL 

They have patten fire upon his flesh, 

For nae fire wad it shrink : 
They have casten his body in the wanweO-liead, 

For nae water wad it sink. 
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up then gat the fiend Borolallie 
Bade them give ower and let be : 

^ Between warld's fire and warld's water 
He giat a gift of me ; 

Till fire came out of wan water. 
There's nane shall gar him dee.^ 

** A redei a redei thou fool Borolalliei 

A good rede oat of hand; 
Shall we be wroken of Lord Soolis 

By water or by land? 
Or shall we be wroken a great way ofl^ 

Or even whereas we stand? " 

And up it spak him, fool Borolallie, 
Between the tree and the leaf o' the tree ; 

<< Te maiinna be wroken of Lord Soolis 
By land neither by sea ; 

Between red fire and wan water 
Weel wroken ye shall be.^ 
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And up it 8pak hin^ fool Borolalliai 
Between Lord Soolis and them a' : 

<« Te mannna be wroken of Lord Sonlia 
Betwizen house and ha' ; 

But ye mann take Um to the Hioeetane fjgv 
And take his life awa.' ^ 

They have tain him to the Hinestane ffgs 

ffis fool body to slay; 
Between the ^liiins and the wliinstanei 

He liad a weaiy way. 

They have taken him to the Hinestane ffgs 
His fool body to spill: 

Between the green broom and the yeDow 
He gat a bitter ilL 

They had a sair cast widi his fool body, 
There was nae man wist ^Hiat to do ; 

** And gin his body were weel sodden, 
Weel sodden and snppit hi broo! ^ 
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And out is spak hhn^ foul Borolallie, 
Says ** whatten a coil's this coil? 

Te'U mak a fire on the Ninestane rigPi 
For a pot thereon to boiL" 

And out it spak him, fool Borolalliei 
Says ^^ whatten a dhi's this dhi? 

Ye'U boil his body within the brass. 
The brass to boil him in." 

They boiled his body on the Ninestane rigs 

That wizard mickle of lear; 
They have sodden the bones of his body. 

To be their better cheer. 

They buried his bones on the Ninestane rigs 
But the flesh was a' clean gane ; 

There was great joy in a' that border 
That Lord Soulis was well slain. 
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LORD SCAIB8 

Lofd Randal lay in low priacniy 

He looked against the wa' ; 
Gin the big wa' stanes were linen haiidi^ 

Fd win weel through them a\ 

Lord Randal eat by a low lattice. 

He looked against the sea; 
Gin the fool bed straws were bonny sh^ 

I wot weel wad I be. 

Lord Randal stood by a Strang window 

He k>oked against his hand; 
Gin my twa wrist chains were hempen threadSi 

rd win weel to the sand. 
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Te'U take the rings frae my flng^iii 

The silk knot frae my hidr : 
Te'U gie them to the bonny knight 

That cries on me sae sah:. 

Te'U take tlie gowd bands frae my back. 

The covers frae my bed; 
Te'll gie them to tlie Lord Randal, 

To put beneath his head* 

Hae silk into your handSy Randal, 

And gowd twine to your feet: 
And braw pillows about your head 

To keep your lang hah: sweet 

For the rain rins through the rank bed straw. 

And the wet drips in the wa' ; 
And the wee red worms in this prison 

Wad g^ your gowd hah: fa\ 

I had liefer hae my ain twa hands^ 

And keep my body cold; 
I had liefer hae my own twa feet 

Than two sic shoon of gold 
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But I had liefer hae my lady^s mouth 
Than the silk and the siller bands; 

But I had liefer hae her sweet body 
Than a' the gowd in land. 

I had liefer kiss my lady dead 
Than a live woman should kiss me: 

I had liefer hae my lady dead \ 

Than a fah: woman's live body. 

ye'se hae twine o' gowd for hen^ 

And twine o' silk for thread; 
And ye shall hae her fair body. 

But no' her body dead. 

She's loosed the knot upon his back^ 

The knot upon his throat: 
She's clad him with a suit of samitei 

And red silk to his coat 

She's washed him well wi' s?reet watersi 

Put spice into his hair ; 
She's set his feet in a narrow side chamher, 

Upon a stldeway stair. 
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He's ta'en him to her, Lady Helen, 

Where she eat by a bed. 
The least doth upon her body, 

It was of the noUe red. 

The huddes of her bed cortainsi 
The gold was gone them through ; \ 

The outsides of her bed curtainsi 
They were full merry and bhse. 

The silk side of her bed pOlows, 

It was of the summer green ; 
The gold was bound in her gold hair, 

That now should tell them twa bet?reen. 

came ye for my lord's land, 

Or for my lord's fee; 
Or came ye for my lord's hate, 

Or yet for love of me? 

gin ye come like a land robber. 

For soon shall ye hang ; 
But gin ye come like a woman's lo?er. 

Full sweetly ye shall g^mg. 
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it was never for no hatei 

For lord's love nor for fee: 
But a' the weird that is me on 

It was a' for your body. 

Gin ye set nae scorn by mt^ Randal, 

To dree a weird and a paJn, 
Ifs no Lord Scales my auld husband 

That shall depart US twahu 

Gin this be sooth of yon, Randal, 
That ye have good will to play; 

If s no Lord Scales my anld hnsband 
Shall be better of ns twey* 

For I hae reapers to the land, 

And sailors to the sea; 
And I hae maidens to my bower 

That wait by three and three; 
And if s no Lord Scales my auld husband 

Shall part my will and me. 
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The first draw rapes upon the ship 
Between the sea and the sea sand; 

The neist they lie in the lang com, 
Wi' the reaphooks to their hand; 

And between the lang beds and the wa', 
It's there the maidens stand. 

She's had him to her bonnie bed. 

She's laid it warm and wide; 
He's clipped that lady by the middle waist. 

And by the middle side. 

There was neither light nor fire them by. 
And they twain were set to sleep. 

When she's tamed her chin to the pillow side 
Hade her a space to weep. 

He kissed her on her fah: twa fareastSi 

And hard upon her chin; 
He's kissed her by her white halse-bane 

The little salt tears fell in. 

The small tears fell about her face 

Between her lips and his; 
From side to side of her gold hair 

Her face was full sad to Use. 
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Lie downi lie down now, Lady Heleni 

Lie still into my hand; 
I wadna gle ane o' the pillow-beree 

For ten meaaoree of land. 

Lie still into my anns, Helen, 

Betwizen sheet and sheet : 
I wadna gle ane o' the cods of sUk 

For ten measures of wheat 

Lie back into mine arms, Helen, 

The gold side of the bed ; 
I wadna gie ane o' thy kaims o' lammer 

For the gold on the queen's head« 

If s I lie saft the night, Randal, 
With my head against your foc«; 

But gin ye had slept in my stables, 
It had been the sweeter place. 



If s I lie saft the night, Randal, 
But ye'U lie hard the mom; 

For I hear a moose rin by the straw, 
And a bird rin by the com. 
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whatten a Urd is that, Helen, 

I wad fidn ken what it ails? 
It's an auld bird and an ill, Randal, 

Gin it be no Lord Scales.— 

Then in and came her aisld hnsband, 
I wot a fa' lean bird was he; 

It's wake ye or sleep ye now, madame, 
Te'se gar mak room for me. 

are ye sick the night, Lord Scales, 
In the head or else the side? 

Or are ye fain to sleep, Lord Scales, 
For the fear ye have to ride? 

Randal's taen out her ghrdle knife. 
He's stricken him amang his een; 

It was mah: for the lady's love 
Than it was for his proper teen. 

Out came a' her bower maidens, 

In their night smocks and night vails; 
It was a' for sorrow of their lady. 
It was naething for Lord Scales. 
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Oat cune a' her boww matikmi, 
In thdr ama' coats green and irtdte; 

withafedtoM wroogbt lor the loft branty 
And a rooe wrooi^ lor the di^ 
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Lofd Scaiee had on a goodly coat^ 
It was a' bound wP steel thicUty; 

Lord Randal had bat a little sUrt 
Between the whid and his body. 

The first good straik Locd Randal stiak, 
The red Uood sprang opon his laoe ; 

It was mair for his lady's lo?e 
Than it was lor her lord^i geMs. 

The neist good straik Lord Randal strak^ 
The bright Uood sprang apon his naUs; 

It was mair lor love of Lady Helen 
Than pity of Lord Scales. 

Lord Scales he strak a la' stndght stralk, 

But Randal Btrak a sair ; 
Lord Scales had a little joy of it, 

Bat La^ Helen had mair. 
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Gar set my ships into the sea 
And my hooks into the com; 

For gin I have lost a man the night, 
FO get a man the monu 
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THB WORM OF SPIHDLBSTOIIUKUOH 



THB WORM OF SFINDLBSTOHHBUGH 

A BALLAD 

Lady H0I011 Mt in Spii 

With gold acroBB lier liair; 
For every plait waf on lier liead, 

I wot a gold piece was tliere. 

Lady Helen sat in Spindleetonhens^ 

With gold acroBB her head ; 
The green gown on her fah: body 

Was woven with gold thread. 

Lady Helen sat in 8p i fldl CTt*i*^N'i ^ gfr 

Wi' sOk below her breast ; 
The best pearl in the queen's girdle 

Was lesser thu " lier loait. 
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Lady Helen sat in Spindlestonheogh 

With silk upon her feet ; 
The seams were sewn wi' doth of scarlet 

To keep them frae the weet 

^ wha will keep the keys for ma 

Until the lord be hame? 
Or wha will ca' his kye for me. 

To see ghi ony be lame? ^ 

She hadna Uded a month but three 

With silk bands to her side. 
When word is come to Lady Helen 

To meet her fitther's ae new bride. 

«< Te'U bring the owsen and the sheep to stall, 

Te'U bring the kye to stand; 
Tell set the first key in my girdle. 

The neist key at my hand.'' 

^ But ghi he has wedded a witch woman 

To work sic teen on me, 
FU come nae mair to Spbidlestonheogh 

Till green grow in a dry tree. 
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And she's done on her faraw gbdle, 

Between the sun and moon; 
And she's done on her kaims of gold. 

Her gold gown and her shooo. 

She's tied her habr hi three witch kiiol% 

I wot| abone her bonny een; 
And for her habr and her bo^y 

I wot she mi^ have been a queen. 

'^ I wish the sickle was In the rye. 
And the rye was ower my head ; 

And aye the next rose I shall gpthery 
I wish the irtitte may be the red.'' 

She's ♦•^M^ the keys IntO her hands 
Between the red son and the mooo ; 

The rain ran down upon the grassi 
And stained In her sUk shooo. 

She's tane the keys to her girdle tie 
Between the warm son and tiie WMt; 

me ndn tliat was between the gnHS and rye, 
San down upon lier feet* 
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" whatten a bard is jomder bud 
That shines about h«r head? '* 

" It is bat Helen n^ ae 
Has dad heneU wi* red.** 
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'^ idiore gpt she tfaaa stones of prios. 
The waist mi^ serve a queen? " 

'^ It is bot for the so^oiivliSason 
She's dad hersell wi' green." 

Lady Helen knelt upon her kneesi 
She knelt upon her yellow habr ; 

<< Hae back your keySi my dear fitther, 
God give you wed to fture.'' 

Lady Hden knelt into the dust, 
She knelt upon the roadway stane ; 

M And God you keep^ madame, my mither. 
As I dmll be your ainL'' 

Out then spak the new-come faridei 
I wot she spak wi' pain and care ; 
^ some hae gold to weave, Hdeny 
And some hae gold to wear.'' 
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Oat then spak the wttch-mother, 
I wot she 8pak to? little worth; 

^ Look when my saddle sttB, HUeiit 
^ TeHl stand • gp^w*^ the saddle-girtlL'' 

She's tane the red katans frae her hair^ 

The red shoon fnie her feet ; 
She's set her face to the saddle stirrapi 

That nans should hear her creet. 

And aye she ran, and wed she ran ^ , x .^ 
Till her sides were waxen sair ; 

And the sun that was upon the ways 
Had burnt her through her hahr. 

They hadna ridden a mile but three 

When she was foin to Ude ; 
For the Wood was come upon her feet 

And the pain upon her side. 

And wliiles she ran, and whiles she graty 
In the warm sun and the ooldf 

Till they came to the bonny casde 
Was Ugg^ upon with gold. 
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'* see ye n<rt tfaaa toweiii HekflLy 

Where ye gpt meat and wine? 
If 8 1 maun ligg in the faraw bride-chamber^ 

And ye mann Ugg wi' swine. 

^^ see ye not thae haUSi Helen, 

Where ye |^ silk to wear? 
If 8 1 8hall hae the gold gowna on, 

When your body is bare." 

^^ yeHl sit in the braw gnest-chamber, 

And yeHl drink white and red; 
Bat ye'U gar them gie me the washing water. 

The meats and the broken bread? " 

^^ Tell g^ nae chine o' the broken loaves. 
The white bread wi' the brown; 

TeHl drink of the rain and the puddle water 
My maids shall cast ye down.'' 

^^ O yeHl sit in the braw guest-chamber 
Wi' the gowd braids on your hair; 

But ye'U gie me a poor coat and a smock 
For my body to wear? 
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<< 1 Shan ligg i' the trodden straw, 

And ye in a gold bride-bed; 
But yell gie me a daith to hap my feet. 

And a daith to hap my head? " 

^* Te'U g^ no daith to hap you in, 

Te'U g^ no coats of me ; 
TeHl get nae mair but a riven smodc 

To wear on your body." 

And she's ate of the fool swine's meat 

With her saft lips and fine; 
She's pat her mouth to the rank water, 

Was poured amang the swine. 

Hever ae word spak Lady Helen, 

Hever ae word but twa; 
<< gin my mither had hands to help, 

I wad be wed holpen awa'." 

Hever ae word spak Lady Helen, 

Hever ae word but three : 
M O gin my mither had lips to kiss, 

Sae wed she wad kiss me! 
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'^ She wad Idas mtcfamj cmvdM hair^ 

The fool cheek and tiM ddn ; 
She wad Idas me on the weaiy immdiy 

Where the nmk water giaed in." 

Oat then came the witch mother : 

^ What ails ye now to greet? 
Here's grass to hap ye dry, Helen, 

And straw to hap ye sweet" 

The rain fell frae her feet and hands, 

Ftae her lang hair and fine : 
^ What ails ye at the baked meats, Helen, 

The hrown wheat bread and the wine? ^ 

She's tamed her by the waist aboat, 

She's tamed her by the knee; 
She's witched her body to a laidtey womi, 

A liddley worm to be. 

^ The red fniit shall grow in green river water. 

And groen grass in tlie wet sea. 
Ere ye shall come to a feir woman, 

A feh: woman to be." 
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And she's g^d Ugg her seven swine-browsi 
She's made them wide and hmg; 

She's tane the kail and the meal pocks 
That the foul wonn might feed amang. 

Aye she nmpit and aye she cnmpit 

And aye she soapit the nudr; 
And for the breath of her laidley mouth 

The sweet land stank fa' sair. 

Word is come to Lady Helen's brotheri 

In God's town where he lay. 
His father had g^itten a braw new bride 

And his sister was stown away. 

Word is come to Lord Richard, 

Where he was in God's land. 
There were nine men oat of the north 

Would fain be to his hand. 

** Whatten word is this, ye good stUoii^ 

This word ye hae to me? 
Gin it be a word of the good land^ 

A dear wocd it maiui be.** 
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M then is a wonnin Spindlastonhengh, 

A laidley wonn to see ; 
ft has the tongiie of a maid-WQiiiaii, 

And a wonn's foul bo^. 

^ For nhie miles oat of SpindlestonliBOgji 
Of grass and lye tliere is nae nmth; 

There is sma' nmth of the good red corn. 
For the breath of her rank mooth.^ 

^^ Whatten word is this, yecarlish caiti?es? 

For this word ye hae to me, 
There shall never meat come in my month 

Till I be pat to sea.'' 

And he's garr'd Ugg him a fa' fair ship^ 
He's biggit it a' of the rowan tree ; 

It was neither hasped wi' gowd nor aim. 
To hand it free the sea. 

It was neither hasped wi' gowd nor airn, 

Nor yet wi' siller wan; 
Bot a' the wood it was biggit wP 

Was of the white rowan. 
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And fhey sailed langi and they sailed saifi 
And fhey drave ower to soath; 

And a wind was in tlie ship's side. 
And a wind in the ship's moatlL 

And Tdien he came by Spbidlestonhens^ 
He's tane the vervein in his hand; 

^^ Now Ood have heed of the fata: shipi 
For we must row to land." 

<< Have pity of nS| Lord Richard, 
For we dare no further gang/' 

<< Gin I may come by a goodly gallows. 
The best of ye a' shall hang." 

But when he saw the seven swine trows. 
He weened a sair thing to have seen ; 

And when he saw the laidley worm 
The tears brast ower in his een. 

^^ gin ye'll kiss my laidley month 

For the love of God's body, 
I winna do ye scaith, brother. 

Though I be a fool tUng to see." 
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He's pot his mouth to her laidley mouth, 
He's kissed her once and twice; 

<< I had Uever lose God's dear body 
Than kiss this foul wonn thrice." 

He's put his mouth to her laidley moutt. 
He's kissed her kisses three; 
The flesh fell frae her laidley mouth 

And frae her rank body; 
And it was but his sister Helen 

Stood at Lord Richard's knee. 

She was clad all in the fair red samttOi 
Her mouth was red and fidr; 

There was nae burd in the good land 
That had such yellow hahr. 

He's tane him to the witch mother 

That sat by her balm's bed; 
The gold was gone in her grey hahTi 

Her fact was heavy and red. 
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^ wae be wi' you, ye ill woman, 
And the young bairn at your knee; 

There's never a bairn shall die abed 
That comes of yoor body.'' 

** Now God yon save, my fair farothery 
For his dear body that was dead; 

Now God yon save and maiden Mary, 
That kept me of her maidenhead." 
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BURD MARGARET 



A ii>AT.¥^n 



^ O wha will get me whaaten bread 

And wha will get me wine? 
And wha will build me a gold cradle 

To rock this child of mine? 

^ There's nane will drink of bitter wine. 

Nor eat of bitter bread; 
There's nane will ca' me a clean maiden 

When my body is dead. 

** Nae silk mann come upon my feet, 

Nae gowd into my hair; 
My brothers smite me on the moothi 

Where nae man shall kiss mair.'' 
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She held her hands in the wan water 

TUl the fingers were a' red; 
Her fact was like nae fair bard's fact 

That has her maidenhead. 

She's streekit the water on her hahr. 

She's signed it owre her chin, 
She's streekit the water on her lips 

To let the draps gang in. 

The tears ran through her fidr sma' month; 

The white bones small and thin 
Were waxen sharper in her lang throat. 

And in her wrist and chin. 

<< Gin my mither had wist o' this 

When she was left wi' me, 
I wot these arms that are waxen lean 

Had ne'er gann round a man's body. 

<< Gin my mither had dreamed a dream 

That sic a kail should fall on me. 
She had bound me between her smock and her Urtle, 

And cast me ower the sea. 

56 



M She had row'd me between her smock and her Urtley 

Let me to swim or shik; 
And I had drunken o' the sant water 

Instead of tears to drink. 

<< The baim that is waxen me within. 

It is waxen a pain to me ; 
But weel lie he and ever weel 

That made my baim's body. 

** The wliite tliat was in my twa brow% 

I wot it is waxen red; 
But weel lie he and ever weel 

That had my maidenhead. 

'^ weel be to the fair red roses 

Stood high ag^dnst my cUn ; 
But ill be to the good green leaves. 

For they were half the sin. 

'« weel be to the Uttle bird 

Sang low agpdnst my knee ; 
But ill be to my fanse nourios^ 

She had sma' reck of me. 
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^^ O weel be to the ftdr red roeee 

Stood high agpinst my face ; 
Bat ill be to the bonny rowan, 

I wish it never grace.'' 

Bard Margaret lay in the rank water-graaa 

By the fakest fofd in Tyne; 
And between the grass and the aspen leai^ 

She saw their annoar shine* 

Bard llar|^u:et lay in the low bracken 

That was sae green on Tyne ; 
And between the reed and the wan willow, 

She saw the dean steel shine. 

The first of them had 6dr Kilan coats. 
The second had bat pikes and jacks ; 

The third had coats of bdr scarlet. 
And gold across their caps. 

There were three and three wi' bits of steel. 
And three and three wi' siller fine. 

And three and three wi' bits of gold, 
Was red as 6dr new wine. 
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^^ Whattan men be these that lin,'* the odd, 
^* Or whatten men be these that ride? 

Either ye be theives frae tlie north bonder, 
Or men that look a bride.'' 

** Gin I be rid frae the north border 
And my braw bride won sooth, 

Fn gpir her clip me round the body 
And UsB me on the month.'* 

«« I think ye be nae knight," she ssid, 
<< Hae knight that wons about; 

There was never man but a devil 
That had sae long a snout 

'^ Gin I should kiss your mouth," she said, 

** I wis I had kissed a loon; 
I think ye be some clouted carter. 

Albeit ye wear steel shoon." 

<< I am Lord Hugh of Bumieshaw, 
Te may weel ken the face o' me; 

And I wad hae back the bonnie lad baim 
That I left here wi' thee." 
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^ Gin jt be Hnghie of Bomieshaw, 
As I trow a better may have been, 

Tell me what words I said to yon. 
When the rowans were green«'' 

** O first ye pn'd the green berry. 

And sync ye pnM the red ; 
And the first word that ever ye spak 

Was to complain your maidenhead, 

<< O first ye pnM the red hoUin, 

And sync ye pnM the green: 
And the first word ye spak to me 

Te grat fa' sair between.'^ 

^* Gin ye be Hnghie of BumieshaWi 
As I think weel ye'U never be. 

Here have ye back your bonny lad bainii 
That sair has troubled me.'' 

She's caught her hand to his bridle-rein, 
Held up her month to touch his chin; 

*' Te garred me pu' the girdle straight 
That the ftdr knave baim was in." 
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<< What needs ye flur and mock, Marg|u:et? 

What needs ye scorn at me? 
Ye never gat harm of your fause brothers, 

But ye gat aye the mair gode o' me.'' 

He's pat his hands to her body. 

He's laid her thwart his selle; 
And ye that hae gotten a bonny sitter, 

Gar keep the neist yourselL 

Aye they rode weel, and aye better. 
Until the moon was nigh to sheen; 

And aye the tears ran in her breast. 
And aye in the gold between. 

** O whether is yon a cry of carlies. 

Or men that cry on me? " 
<< Bide still, bide stiU now, Bord Margpret, 

For ye hear naething but the sea." 



^^ O whatten is yonder noise," she said, 
^^ That I hear cry on us bdiind? " 

<< Hand by my sleeve now, Bord Margpret, 
For ye hear naething bat the wind." 
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Ay« they rode weel, and aye betteri 
Until the moon was waxen weak; 

And aye ahe laid her face to hiSi 
And her tears ran by his chedc 

Aye when he kissed her bonny een, 

I wot they grat fa' sair; 
Aye when she laid her head to hiSi 

I wot the tears ran throng^ his hair. 

Aye they rode slow, and aye slower. 
Till the moon's time was a' done; 

Between the road and the saddle 
She thought to bear a son. 



There she saw her first brother. 
Stood back to a 6dr tree ; 

Said ^ Grace go with our bonny 
To ride in sic a companie.'' 
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Said ** Gfaoe go with our boimie sister, 

To wear Iwr gpwn adde ; 
It is not meet for a good woman 

To set lier girdle wide." 
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He's stricken the first across the neck. 

Shorn dean his beard and hair; 
^^ How hand ye weel, my fidr hrother, 

Te'se g^ of me nae mair/' 

He's cloven the second throng^ the chin. 

The third upon the knee ; 
*^ How hand ye weel, my three hrotliersi 

Te'se g^ nae mair of me.'' 

They set her in a 6dr bride-bed, 

FoU glad she was the mom; 
And between the silk and the famw gdd daith. 

The fair kna?e bahm was bom. 
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BARL ROBERT 



BARL ROBERT 



A i^ATT^n 



O some ride east and some ride north. 
And some ride west and south; 

Bat the ae best gate that ever I lade 
Was a' f or heried month* 

O some wear Une and bonny scariet. 
And some wear green and red ; 

And if s a' for love of her yellow hahr 
FU wear but golden thread. 

Gin this be Annie of Waterswa' 

That giu:s ye qieak sae hie, 
There's nae man of your name, Bari Robert 

Shall get her fah: body. 
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when he came by Waterswa'i 
The rain was sahr and Strang ; 

Fair Annie sat in a bower-windowy 
And her gold liair was grown lang. 

Gin I might swim to ye, Robert, 
I wad never spare for gloves or gown; 

1 wad never spare for the cold water. 

But I have sore fear to drown. 

How God thee hold, thon bdr Annie, 

The wa's are hard to leap; 
The water is ill to swim, Annie, 

And the brigg is ill to keep. 

Gin I should open to ye, Robert, 

I wis it were open shame: 
It were great pity of me, Robert 

For I gang but sick and lame. 

twice I cattit the silk string thronsb 

That was upon my back; 
And twice I cattit the gown away 

That wadn'a hand me slack. 



68 



If 8 ill wi' me the night, Robert^ 

Ifs weel wi' my leman; 
For the wine that comes in my ftaguSf 

I spill it on my han'; 
And the meat that's in my very mooth, 

I wot it feeds a man. 

Gin I may win to ye, Anniei 

I think ye'U keep me weel, 
I were the liefer of yon, Robert, 

Bat for the doors of shut steeL* 

CUn I may win to ye, Annie, 
The tane o' us should weel fere. 

There's three men keep the ways, Robert, 
Between the gate and the water-stair. 

I wot the night there's deep water. 

Runs red upon the brim: 
It's full between the wa's, Annie, 

This were but ill to swim. 
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There's rain the night in CarrileeSi 

I wot the rain is rank; 
There be twa fathoms of Strang water 

Between it bank and bank. 

But he's rid out through Carriiees' broWy 

I woty baith wet and wan; 
Annie lay in her cliamber-window, 

She was a glad woman. 

Between the gate and the water-stair 

He made him room to stand ; 
The wet ran frae his knees and feet. 

It ran upon his hand. 

And he's won through to her chambery 

He's kissed her neist the chin: 
O gin yell keep me out, Anniei 

Is there ony will take me in ? 

Up then gat her auld fiitheri 
Between the wall and her bed feet; 

Is there ony breath in your lips. Earl Robert, 
To gpir a dead mouth smell sweet? 
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He's tane her by the gold girdlei 

He's garr'd it break atwain ; 
There's nae room here for Earl Robert, 

The ways are sae fou' o' rain* 

He's tane a keen sword hi his hand. 

He's set him to the wa' ; 
And the very heart's blood of Earl Robert, 

I wot he's garr'd it fa'. 

Out then spak she, fair Annie, 
At the bed's foot where she lay; 

There's a time for you the night, father. 
And a time for os the day. 

gtai ye dig na deep, father, 

I wot ye maun dig wide; 
And set my lord to the nether hand, 

And my baim to the green side. 



Tell set my head to his foot, father. 
That he be neist the son; 

For a' that was between os two, 
I tUnk ifs a' weel done? 
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DURIBSDTKB 



A ^ATJ^n 



The nin nins sair on Doriaid]^ 
Both tlie winter through and the tprfaig; 

And the that will gang to g^ hroom therebj 
She ihaU g^ an iU thing. 

The rain nins aair on Doriead]^ 
Both the winter and the somnier day; 

And he that will ateek his sheep thereby 
He shaU go sadly away. 

^ Between Crossnmir and Doriesdyke 

The fieldhead is fall green ; 
The shaws are thick in the fah: summery 

And three wellheads between* 
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*^ Flower of broom is a fair flower. 
And heather is good to play.** 

she went meny to Doriesdyke, 
But she came heavy away. 

^ If s I have served yon, Bord Maisry, 

These three months through and mair; 
And tlie little ae kiss I g^t of yon, 

It pains me aye and sair. 

* 

<< This is the time of heather-Uowingi 
And that was syno in the spring; 

And the little ae leaf comes aye to red, 
And the com to harvesting/' 

The first kiss theh: twa mouths had, 

Sae ftdn she was to greet; 
The neist kiss theh: twa months had, 

I wot she laughed fa' sweet 

^ Cover my head with a silken hood. 
My feet with a yellow daith; 

For to stain my body wi' the dyke-water, 
God wot I were fa' laith." 
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He's happit her head about wi' sUk, 

Her feet with a gowden claith; 
The red sendal that was of pricei 

He's laid between them baith. 

The grass was low by Duriesdyke, 

The high heather was red ; 
And between the grass and the high heather 

He's tane her maidenhead. 

They did not kiss in a noble house, 

Nor yet in a lordly bed; 
But theh: mouths kissed in the high heather. 

Between the green side and the red« 

<< I have three sailing stiips, Maisry, 

For red wheat and for wine ; 
The maintopmast is a bonny mast, 

Three furlongp off to shine. 

^ The foremast shines like new lammer, 

The mizzenmast like steei : 
Gin ye wad sail wi' me, Maisry, 

The warst should carry ye in^L^ 
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M Gin I should tail wi' you. Lord Johiii 

Out under tlie rocks red. 
If 8 wha wad be my mither's bower-maiden 

To hap saft her feet in bed? 

<< Gin I should sail wi' you, Lord John, 

Out under the rocks white. 
There's nane wad do her a very little ease 

To hap her left and righL^ 

It fell upon the midwinter. 
She g»t mickle scaith and Uame ; 

She's bowed hersell by the white water 
To see his ships come hame. 

She's leaned hersell against the wind. 

To see upon the middle tide; 
The &em was fallen in the running wind. 

The wind was fallen in the waves wide. 

^ There's nae moon by the ^iiite water 

To do me ony good the day; 
And but this wind a little slacken. 

They ihaU have a sair seaway. 
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** stir not for this nied, baby, 
stir not ftt my side; 

Te*U have the better birth, baby, 
Gin ye wad but a Uttle bide." 
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WESILAND WELL 



WBSTLAND WELL 



A ifcATJ^n 



Te maun mak' me a scarlet gowiii Lord John, 

A scarlet gown to the knee ; 
It maun be sewn wi' a gowd needle. 

To mak* fit wear to me. 

It maun be sewn wi' a gowd needle. 

And spun o' silk for thread ; 
And ye maun gie me a band of silk. 

To tie upon my head. 
And ye maun gie me a sheet of silk 

To put into my bed. 

wha was't made ye proud, Janet, 

Or eyer ye were bom? 
There's nae gowd in the land, Janet, 

Is redder than the com. 
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wbtL was't taught you words, Janet, 
Or wha was't learned yon pride? 

There's mony a better &ce than yours 
Would Udn lie neist my side. 

hand your tongue. Lord John o' the Mains, 

I doubt ye hae dmnken wine ; 
There is not a maid that wons in heaven 
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Gin I weM art in the hig^ heaven. 
And God's mother were set bdoir, 

I wad be queen of the high heaven, 
And she wad be let go. 

When she earn in Lord John's bower. 

She never had kissed man : 
When she cam frae Lord Jcrim's bower, 

She was but his lenuuL 

yeHl gpr make me a bon^ bed, 
Te'U make it warm and sweet, 

Te'U seta piitow to niy head, miflier, 
And a pillow to my feet 
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It fell about the middle May time 
When the apple flowers wax red, 

Her mither began to chide with bn 
She kept sae lang abed. 

I canna stand to walk, mither, 

But Tm just like to die, 
And wae be to your bonny bloodhound 

That bit me by the knee. 

Yestreen my maids took oflf the sheet 
To wash i' the Westland Well, 

And lest the bonny web suld ravel, 
I set a hand myseL 

We washed the blue thread and the brown. 
The white thread and the black ; 

And sae cam ben your f ause bloodhound. 
And bit me in the back. 

Sae sair it rent and bit, mither, 

SiBie sair it bit and clang. 
And ever I hope in God, mither, 

Te'U gar that bloodhound hang. 
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What* 8 this oH now maiden Janet? 

What* 8 tills o't now? qno' she ; 
There'8 nae aoch hound that bitea women, 

Theresa nae such langs to me. 

Tell me now, Janeti efae aays. 

And I winna g^ ye lee, 
Is this a liocuid*s tooUi or a child's shaping 

That mars yottr straight body? 

wbMt your cheelc was red, Janet, 

Tour cheek is sick and wan ; 
And whise your back was right and flat. 

It bow like a loaden man« 

where yoor throat was round, Janet, 
Ifs lean and loose by this; 

And w4wre your lip was sweet, Janet, 
Ifs grown too thin to kiss. 

The blood sgnog in her cheek, fair Janet, 
The blood sprang in her chin; 

1 doubt there's ane wad kiss me, miUier, 
Thougjh I be sick and thin. 
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About the time of moon risiiig 

They set her saft in bed, 
About the thne of star setting 

They streekit her for dead. 

ill be hi your meat. Lord John, 

And ill be in your wine ; 
Gin the bairn be none of your getting, 

Fm sure it's none of mine. 

HI be in your bed. Lord John, 

And iU be in your way, 
Gin ye had been hangit a year agone, 

I had been the merrier May. 
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